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My old patient Djowhar, who, after regaining his health, had
left Riad on his official duties long before our own departure
from 'Aarecl, and just when the tide of court favour was running
at its strongest in our advantage, had passed by Kateef when on
his way to Bahre}Tn. Eeceived with all the honour due to a
lord-treasurer., he had during his stay in the castle indoctrinated
his brother negro Farhat with so favourable an idea regarding
us, that when we arrived ourselves, with the additional recom-
mendation of Aboo-'Eysa in our pocket, we found every one in
the best possible dispositions, and Farhat would have done any-
thing to please. Indeed, he proceeded this very first evening
to render us the greatest service in his power, by having dili-
gent enquiries made whether any vessel or boat was shortly to
sail for Bahreyn, promising us the first departure should be
ours; " though," adjied he, " were I to consult merely my own
inclinations, you should not go hence till after giving me at
least eight days of your company." We thanked him, and
followed the lamp up the winding stairs, where we found our-
selves quartered in a room once perhaps honoured* by royal
repose, with mats and carpets duly spread on the floor; two
windows looked on a,n inner court, the empty side spaces,
formerly occupied by cupboards, seemed to indicate that the
chamber had in old times belonged to the Harem. Love, or
they are sadly belied, was much in fashion among the Car-
mathian princes. We closed the doors carefully, lighted our
pipes, had a good smoke (to keep the mosquitoes out), and
went to sleep.

The next day passed, partly in Farhat's K'hawah, partly in
strolling about the castle, town, gardens, and beach, making
meanwhile random enquiries after boats and boatmen. Kateef
offers what might almost be called a violent contrast to the
general features of Arabia. The rank luxuriance of its garden vege-
tation surpasses by much the best-watered spots about Hofhoof,
and the heavy foliage drooping in the heavy air aroused in me
remembrances of a rainy season in the Concan, and sensations
which had been sleeping for many a year. The water that
nourishes the palms is brackish, for the land-level rises so little
above the sea, that the tide runs far back through the plantations
and mingles its brine with the copious fountains descending